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Memory of his 


Earle of Eſſex and.E 


Excel 


& Viſcount Herefird, Lord. Ferrers of Chartley , Bourchier 


and Lovaime,lateGEnzRALtofthe PakiianmegnrTs Forces. 


D S ſome tall Oake *gainſt whom the envious Wind 
Oft in impetuous Hurricans combin'd 
| Does ſtand unmov'd, although aſffaild by all 
0 The angry Gales, yet of ir ſelfe does fall 


SZ When there's ſcarce Breath enough i'th fallen Aire| 


To ravell or diſturb a Virgins Haire: 

So this brave Lord who hke a ſwelling Rock 

At Keynron, Newbury, had ſtood the Shock 

Ot death, unmov*'d, where he himſclfe had flung 
Amidſt his Troops with all his Terrors Hung 
This death at laſt did like a drouſie fleepe 

O're his becalm'd unguarded Sences creepe. 
What Springs of Teares ſhall we disburſe? what Terſe 
Curld Metaphors now ſtick upon his Hearſe ? 
Tears are bug, dull and, common rights they are 
The ſtiperd of each vulgar Sepulcher 

Here Seas themſelvs ſhould belav'd our, and ſtreams 
Be lick'd up by the Sun's refulgent Beams 

Thar in the day's great Eye there might appear 
For rhis great Raine too, a Funerall Tear 
Whole Cataratts ſhould bee exhald , and then 
Diſtill'd in liquid Obſequies agen , 

Such ſhoures are moſt proportion'd to his Fate 
And to his lofſe ſuch Teares Commenſurate , 
What Shrine or Trophies fhall our laviſh Art 

As Tribute to his Aſhes now impart ? 

What Dole of Obeliſqu's ſhall wee entruſt 

To ſtand as Alphabets unto his Duſt ? 

Alas ( Great Lord) what Urne is fit for thee ? 
Who to thy ſelfe art Urne and Elegie 

And for Supporters wee our ſelves become 
Congeal'd with Sighs Supporters to his Tombe. 
What Gummes' or Spices ſhall wee now prepare 
T'enſhrine his Duſt « fince they but fluid are 

And obvious to Decay fo ſoone, they'l bee 
Transform'd themſelves into more Duſt then Hee, 
No, Hee has left his Name, which ſhall embalme 
His Earth , and all Corruption fo becalme 

This when, his Sear-cloath is Diſſolv*dand Spent, 
Shall to it ſelfe bee its own Monument ; 

What Tap:rs now ſhall wee afford his Shrine * 
About the Chaos of his Duſt to ſhine 

That Fire which glow'd within his Honor'd Breaſt 


And is lock'd up 'now in his Marble Cheſt 

Shall fill their Roome, and'from the gloomy Night 
Of his dark Vault, Dart a .perpetuall Light. 

What Heaps of Palme and Laurell ſhall wee lay 

As Chaplers drop'd upon his livelefſe Clay? 


| No let us rarher Sprigs of Olives ſtrow 


Upon his Monument , which there will grow, 

And by our Teares manur*d fhall fo increaſe . 

It ſhall bee ſtiPd by all the Arke of Peace. 

How Crippled now Nature does feeme, her Frame 

Is difproportion'd and her JunRures lame 

Since from her Bulke this mighty Limb is lop'd ; 

And as when Floivers by early Fate are crop'd 

From off their Scalke the mourning Stem appeares 

As if it wept their loſſe barh'd ore with Teares3 

So now when Hee that ſeem'd even to Cement 

Nature's vaſt Fabrick, from her Building's rent 

By Death's nnthrifry Hand, the whole Compact 

By this one Blow is fo reſolv'd and flack'd 

'Tis fear'd *ewill languiſh intro Duſt, and all 

The heap of Men entomb too inits fall, 

For at that Breach thy .Soul flew out at , wee 

Our ſelves (Great Lord) muſt bleed ro Death with Thee 
| Since then ( Fair Soul ) thou by thy Fate doelt gaine 

Triumphs and Palmes, and wee alone ſuſtaine 

The Loſe, and Death attempting to benight 

With his blind Clouds the Glory of thy Light 

With which ſo long amidſt our Orbe you ſhone 

Has fix'd thee now a Conſtellation : 

In Heaven above, look from thy brighter Sphere 

On us, who like dull Ants Iye groveling here 

Maim'd by thy Death, and if leane Envie dare 

To rake or paddle in thy Sepuicher 

May ſhce grope out her way to that, and find 

Thou with thy Spotleſſe Beams didſt ſtrike her Blind ; 

Enjoy thy Crowne of Glory then, and bee 

As from all Guile, ſo from all Envie free, 

And if in after ages, any Stone 

Shall bee by bold DetraQtors at thee throwne 

Twill turne a precious one, and ſo combine 


"To make this Crowne of Glory brighter ſhine. 


Thomas Philipot. 
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